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I must not be understood to decry English or its
noble literature. The columns of the Harijan are sufficient
evidence of my love of English. But the nobility of its
literature cannot avail the Indian nation any more than
the temperate climate or the scenery of England can avail
her. India has to flourish in her own climate, and scenery,
and her own literature, even though all the three may be
inferior to the English climate, scenery and literature.
We and our children must build on our own heritage.
If we borrow another we impoverish our own. We can
never grow on foreign victuals. I want the nation to
have the treasures contained in that language, and for
that matter the other languages of the world, through
its own vernaculars. I do not need to learn Bengali in
order to know the beauties of Rabindranath's matchless
productions. I get them through good translation.
Gujarati boys and girls do not need to learn Russian to
appreciate Tolstoy's short stories. They learn them
through good translations. It is the boast of Englishmen
that the best of the world's literary output is in the hands
of that nation in simple English inside of a week of its
publication. Why need I learn English to get at the best
of what Shakespeare and Milton thought and wrote ?

It would be good economy to set apart a class of
students whose business would be to learn the best of
what is to be learnt in the different languages of the
world and give the translation in the vernaculars. Our
masters chose the wrong way for us, and habit has made
the wrong appear as right.

I find daily proof of the increasing and continuing
wrong being done to the millions by our false de-Indian-
izing education. These graduates who are my valued
associates themselves flounder when they have to give
expression   to   their    innermost    thoughts.   They    are